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Author's Notes: 


Inspired by the picture, our little group members were just throwing ideas out into the abyss (see below). 
Then the suggestion of it all being turned into a fic happened..and voila! This is what | threw together but it 
was definitely a group effort. 


John doesn't drink or do drugs, never has because he's never had an interest in it. He's solely info it for the music 
He always has his guitar with him, like Nikki always had a journal or camera. John uses his guitar fo counter his 
anxiety. 

He's also a huge kiss fan (and has a kiss merch Instagram that he posts on daily) 

Character wise, John is a really humble and soft person He's really sweet and a little cheeky. Hardly swears, unlike 
the terror twins 


Hs signature is his golden guitar though, and he almost solely plays on felecasters 


/ love all your ideas. Id also think about why Nikki feels the need fo punish Tommy for it. Yes, he's the bandleader, 
but also maybe he just knows his boy does it to gain attention, and it feels Ike a challenge for Nkki fo give it to 
him.in whichever way. And then, Nkki cant stand fo see John upset. Maybe John can watch? 


Maybe he's just hiding it in his hotel room? Nikki could visit his room and then see the Tele and be lke “Johns been 
going crazy trying fo find that, and you had it the whole time?!" 


Maybe John hid one of Tommy's bonsai in the cockpit of the plane and Tommy was like ‘ill show YOU HOW 10 
HIDE SOMETHING" 


Nikki just like "he's not an fbi agent, Tommy, how the fuck would he know theyre youre finger prints" 


And Tommy just "idk man | panicked" 
Photo inspiration: 


https://cdndiscordapp.com/attachments/186 115 11562340355/1083854923688595456/0130D2D5-8463-493 1- 
BF IF-836502ACC443PNG 
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| want it found, Nikki," John said, his voice held both anger and anguish. "I'm not goin’ on without it, you hear 


me?!" 


"We'll find it, | promise," Nikki replied, draping his arm around the guitarist's shoulders and walking him to the 
door of his suite. "H's probably been picked up by mistake when they were unloading the van from the airport 
or somethin’ like that. We've got everyone looking for it as we speak" The suite door was open and John's wife, 
Rita, was already inside putting the pacing she was doing to good use by unpacking some clothes for the couple 
for the few days they would be staying. "Go sit down with a cool drink or someth-." 


"| don't drink, remember," John snapped. 


"Well, then," Nikki continued smoothly. "I'm sure Rita can help you relax," he indicated the waiting dark-haired 


beauty with a wave of his hand. "I promise you, man, | won't sleep until your guitar is found” 


"lll take him from here, Nikki," Rita said with a small smile after John slipped past his wife into the suite. 


"Please call us when it's found..whatever time it is?" 


"Of course," he nodded and the door closed in his face. Nikki sighed and shook his head. He couldn't understand 
how the man's guitar had disappeared. It was a friendly joke amongst them all that John probably took it into 
the bathroom and tucked it into bed with him when Rita wasn't there. 


Somewhere, in all the confusion, he'd lost track of Tommy and he wasn't ready to attempt to sleep yet, so he 
wove his way through the hallway to his drummer's door. He knocked; a coded knock that only the two of 
them knew, and heard movement from inside. He turned the handle but, to his consternation, found the door 


locked. He jiggled it a few times, just in case it had become stuck. 
"Just a minute, Sixx,” Tommy called, whilst the muffled sounds of movement continued unabated. 


"What the fuck?" Nikki swore lightly, a frown creasing between his eyes. Their knock was literally considered a 
master key to all doors when they were without wives. Impatiently, he rattled the handle again. 


Hearing the soft snick of the lock being released, Nikki shouldn't have been surprised when the door swung 
open. What he was surprised about was Tommy's dishevelled face. He looked as though he'd just been tripping 
whilst running a marathon. His hair was damp around the edges from perspiration but his eyes had an odd glint 


to them that made Nikki's insides start to cave in on themselves. Was Tommy ill? 
Dear God, please dont let him have taken anything, Nikki thought to himself. 


Before he could explore where any kind of thought process was going to carry him, Tommy grabbed his wrist 
and yanked him inside the room. Sticking his head out of the doorway, his agitated drummer briefly scanned 
the hallway in each direction, then closed the door quickly but firmly behind him, securing both the lock and 
privacy bolt. 


"Sixxy, thank god you're here," Tommy groaned and followed him into the main part of the suite. "I've done 


something..and | don't know how to undo it." 


Nikki's stomach fell to his feet and a feeling of dread washed over him. "Tom, you should have come to me 
first," Nikki sighed. "We coulda done something to take your mind off whatever made you feel like you needed 
to solve it that way." 


Looking around, Nikki realised that Tommy's room was trashed and he couldn't help fearing the worst. "C'mere, 
Tom," Nikki said, pointing to the spot in front of him. As he waited for the younger man to move into position, 
he was struck by the similarities with those occasions he found himself talking to Ruby when she had 
committed some kind of toddler felony. 


When his drummer... no! his best friend and lover , he corrected himself..stood before him, Nikki gripped his 
face in two hands, assessing his skin colour and eyes, looking for any signs of drug usage. "What have you 
taken?" he asked, followed by, "And how much have you taken?" He needed to stay calm and help Tommy with 


whatever he needed. 


"The fuck, dude?!" Tommy exclaimed and abruptly pulled his head from Nikki's grasp. "Drugs?! You think I've 
taken drugs? Fuck you, Sixx." 


Nikki watched, perplexed, as Tommy threw himself down on the bed in outrage, kicking at several of the items 
scattered on his bed. Something shiny drew his eye as it got pushed to the edge of the mattress. Nikki 
reached out and pulled the item free, releasing its mate with it. Collecting the fallen item, Nikki then held them 


up for inspection. 
"What are these?" he asked, holding aloft a pair of shiny, black latex elbow-length gloves. 
"Gloves," Tommy shrugged, dragging hard on his ever-present cigarette. 


"I can see they're gloves, dumbass," Nikki grumbled. "Why do you have gloves that look like you've just 
dismembered a body in a secret dungeon somewhere. Or are they for some other kind of dungeon?" he 


queried, raising his eyebrow. 


"They go with the skirt," Tommy replied, toeing at a smallish tube of blue latex hiding beneath a pile of t- 
shirts. Suddenly, Tommy pushed up from the bed and snatched them out of Nikki's hand. "I needed to use 
them," he added. 


"They go with the-," Nikki stuttered, his mind struggling to grasp the unexpected turn in the conversation. He 
watched Tommy yank open the small closet, catching a glimpse of a tall black case, before the gloves were 
carelessly tossed on top of it and the door swiftly closed "What do you mean, you needed to use them?" he 
asked warily. 


"Nothin. Forget about it," Tommy said, sullenly, shoulder-knocking Nikki as he returned to the bed. "I'll figure it 


out. Just.just go away now, Sixx." 


Eyeing his Terror Twin briefly, Nikki strode toward the closet. 


"Sixx! Don't!" Tommy yelped and leapt from the bed too late to prevent Nikki pulling open the door and catching 
sight of the missing guitar case. 


Grabbing the gloves with one hand, Nikki used the other to pull the case out carefully, before turning to pin 
Tommy with a pointed glare. "You know John's been going crazy trying to find this, and you had it the whole 


time?!" 
"He started it!" Tommy declared, making Nikki feel more and more like he was dealing with his daughter. 


"Whaddya mean he started it 2!" Nikki shot back. "Weren't you the one that posted online about your prank just 
the other night?!" He laid the guitar case on Tommy's bed and sat down beside it as Tommy prowled restlessly 


around the room. 


"He hid one of my bonsai on the plane," Tommy rounded on Nikki. "So, | was like.. M show you how to hide 
something ," he shrugged as Nikki groaned aloud. 


Nikki leaned his elbows on his knees and dropped his head down. Groaning aloud once more, he racked his brain 
for a way to deal with this whole mess. As Tommy sprouted off about how he wished his plants didn't have to 
stay on the plane and that you don't mess with the king of pranks , Nikki's eyes fell on the slim columns of 
black, shiny latex that he still held in one hand. "So how do the gloves fit into all of this?" 


| used them so | wouldn't leave any fingerprints," Tommy replied as if it was obvious. 


"He's not an FBI agent, Tommy,” Nikki exclaimed, pinching the bridge of his nose. "How the fuck would he know 
they're your finger prints?!" 


Tommy pulled a sheepish face and said, "| dunno, man..| guess | panicked” 
"You panicked," Nikki said, blinking at his lover. "Dumbass!" 


"Yeah, well, | was just going to, | dunno, put it outside his door or something before | came in here," Tommy 
explained. "But then he got security and everyone involved..and you..l-l panicked" He finished the explanation 
with another shrug. 


"| repeat..dumbass," Nikki sighed with a shake of his head. "What am | gonna do with you, babe?" 


"Right now, l'm more afraid of what John's gonna do," the brunette lamented. "I'd rather deal with your wrath.. 
at least then | know what l'm dealing with." 


"Hmm," Nikki said distractedly. "I'm gonna have to improvise coz you deserve your punishment but John needs 
satisfaction also." He looked down at his hands, still holding the gloves. He smirked when the germ of an idea 


started to grow. He looked over his shoulder to the bed and spied the blue latex. He turned and picked it out of 


the detritus of Tommy's upturned suitcase. "Do | ask why you have one of Brittany's skirts and a pair of 


gloves in your luggage?" 
"Who says they're Britt's?" Tommy countered. 


Nikki looked his twin up and down as a smirk bloomed across his mouth. He sidled over to his lover and tugged 
him in by the waist of his jeans. "Hiding something from me, baby?" 


"You know everything there is to know about me, babe. My wife doesn't even know some of the stuff you 
know," Tommy replied, melting against Nikki. "But..in this case, they were going to be for her. When John, Rita 
and | were out checkin’ out the sights, while you were being Daddy for Ruby, we came across a little hidden 


fetish store." 


"Damn it," Nikki grumbled, ignoring the little flip of his belly when Tommy used the word Daddy . He knew he'd 
been the one to opt out of the shopping trip to facetime with his daughter, so he couldn't complain too loudly, 
but it still hurt a little to be left out. "Did you find anything else?" 


Tommy's eyes and slow grin were a dead giveaway. "Yeah, babe, but l'm having them shipped home to wifey. 


She'll look after them," he said. "The one real benefit of Britt being home, | guess." 


"Strip," Nikki barked and gave Tommy a little shove away as his germ of an idea bloomed into a full-blown plan 
that would satisfy everyone's needs. 


"Sex?! Now?!" he queried. "What happens if security wants to sear." 


Nikki placed a finger over Tommy's mouth, effectively silencing him. "Security isn't going to need to search 
rooms because you're going to return the guitar to John. Now strip," he repeated, reaching for his belt and 
fingering the buckle as if to open it. "Don't make me have to take my belt off. You need to be able to sit 


tomorrow night." 


A low groan rumbled from Tommy's throat before he stubbed out his cigarette and pulled his shirt off over 
his head. Nikki rummaged for Tommy's makeup kit whilst his twin attempted to get his jeans off over his 
boots, falling into the small loveseat with a soft oof. 


Nikki turned, considering the drummer, with his legs still partially entangled in the tight denim, and said, "Did 
you leave your brains back at the fetish store? Even Ruby knows to take her shoes off first, baby." Nikki 
threw the skirt and gloves at him, saying, "Put these on but wear the boots." 


Tommy usually wore slippers or the men's equivalent to a ballet-flat, so on the occasions when he did wear 
boots, Nikki liked to make a big deal over it. There was something about those long legs disappearing into a pair 
of chunky, leather-and-metal boots that he found thoroughly arousing. 


"Wait! What?!" Tommy exclaimed, standing up which only served to exaggerate his semi-nakedness. "You 
want ME to wear this now?" 


"Uh-huh," Nikki nodded. "Don't forget the boots though. They'll match your gloves and the make up." 
"Can you throw me some underwear then?" he asked. 


Nikki shook his head. "Let me see what it looks like first," he said, starting to feel the faint stir of arousal deep 
in his belly. 


With a resigned sigh, Tommy sat down to take his boots off so that he could slip the denim the rest of the 
way off. Nikki stayed on the other side of the room, lest his impulses get in the way whilst Tommy wriggled 
and shimmied into the blue tube of latex before sitting down again to pull the boots back on. Besides..he had 


the perfect view from where he stood 
Completely enthralled in what was between Tommy's legs, Nikki missed the glance he received from him. So 
when Tommy lowered his arm between his spread thighs and pushed his fingers sensually into the first glove, 


Nikki heard himself almost purr at the back of his throat. 


Like what you see so far, Sixxy?" Tommy asked, delicately crossing his legs as he repeated the process of 
covering his talented fingers with black latex. 


"You know | always do, baby," he replied. "Now get that sexy ass of yours in the bathroom so | can add the 
finishing touches." 


"Do | even want to know what you're planning?" he asked. 


Nikki grunted lightly as Tommy sashayed past him to the bathroom. It was like the public persona of Tommy 


Lee was the day-to-day mask, but when he was around his loved ones, Tommy's authentic self was set free. 
Nikki followed into the brightly lit room and stood behind his lover. He trailed a finger down Tommy's spine and 
watched Tommy in the mirror. His eyes slid closed and his mouth parted as a shivery tremor ran through 
him. 

Nikki rested his chin on Tommy's shoulder and said, "You're perfect: 

Tommy smiled and rested his head against Nikki's as their eyes held in the mirror. No words were necessary 
at that moment; they'd both had years of verbally expressing their feelings for each other whether they 
were good or bad. 


Dropping a quick kiss on Tommy's shoulder, he stepped back and pointed to the toilet. "Sit, baby,” he said. 


"Lid open or closed, Sixx?" the drummer asked with a chuckle. 


"Your choice," Nikki replied as he rummaged through the small bag for eyeliner and mascara. "Just warn me if 
you're gonna take a dump while I'm standing over you, asshole," he laughed and proceeded to apply the liner and 
mascara to his lover's dark eyes just like they used to in the beginning, not because they didn't know how, but 
because it gave them some time to be close without drawing too much suspicion from Vince and Mick back 
then. It was nothing for Tommy to tap out drum beats against his legs as Nikki stood over him; any excuse 
for the drummer to touch him in a seemingly innocent way. Or Nikki would run his fingers through Tommy's 


hair, as he was doing now, supposedly to tousle the strands into impossibly tall points. 


"Okay," Nikki said, once he was satisfied with the look. "Stand up and take a look," he added, dropping the pencil 
and tube back into the bag and standing back. 


Tommy stood and turned to look at himself in the mirror, turning this way and that, fingering his hair further. 
"Wow, babe. You haven't lost your touch." 


"Not where my baby is concerned," Nikki replied. "Go stand in the corner of the other room," he said, reaching 


for his phone in his back pocket. "Throw me some poses, my sexy Tommy. 


Tommy goofed off a little at first but then gave Nikki the money shot; head tilted to one side and staring 
belligerently straight into his soul through the camera lens, legs slightly spread and his cock pressing against 
the latex forming all kinds of enticing peaks and hollows. 


"C'mere and take a look," he said and Tommy peered over his shoulder at the photos. "I'm keeping this one," 
Nikki said, when he came to the last shot. "Ill change out the background to something more dirty to suit the 
mood." 

"You're going to put them in your photo vault, right? So Courtney doesn't find them." 

‘I'd be more worried about Ruby finding them," Nikki chuckled. "She does not need to see her beloved Uncle 
Tommy in latex," he laughed as he moved the photos from his regular camera roll into the hidden photo vault 
to join other more risque photos he'd taken 

"Okay, so..can | get changed now?" Tommy asked. 

"No, you still have to take the guitar back," Nikki replied, sliding his phone back into his back pocket. 


"What?! Like this?" 


"Yep," Nikki nodded. "And you're gonna offer to assist John in any way before you leave. That is your penance 
for stealing the guitar and causing his grief. You know he loves that guitar." 


"But, Sixx-." 


"No buts..only your naked one,” Nikki said, standing firm. "Depending on John's mood, itll be over within 
moments or you'll have to do the walk of shame later." He picked up the treasured guitar case and held it out 


to Tommy with an expectant look. "Do this without complaint and you'll get your reward from me later." 


Tommy opened his mouth to protest once more before closing it with a snap of his teeth. He rolled his eyes 
and took the case, muttering, "Fine!" 


"Now, where's your door key?" 
"On the dresser with my cigarettes," Tommy grumped. 


Nikki found the card key and the smokes and pocketed them both. "Now you'll have an excuse to come back to 


my suite afterwards," he said. "C'mon, Ill walk you to John's door. The rest is up to you.” 

Opening the door, Nikki let Tommy out first before closing it firmly behind him, trailing Tommy through the 
hall just to see the whole package from behind. Stopping outside John's suite, Nikki knocked on the door and 
stood back while Tommy shifted from side to side in anticipation and anxiousness. 


John opened the door and Nikki knew the reaction was going to soften the anger the guitarist had felt earlier. 


"Lum, | found..| took your guitar," Tommy stuttered. Nikki nodded in satisfaction and sent John a wink over 
Tommy's shoulder. 


Nikki turned toward his suite, leaving the rest to be settled between friends and bandmates, and strolled away 
to get ready for the night ahead. He planned to get his family phone calls out of the way before his latex 
beauty reappeared. 


**THE END** 


